
Poems. 

Her onely favorite in thee hath loft, 

And Natures felfe what fhe did bragge ofmoft. 
Sleepe then rich foule of numbers, whilft poore we 
Enjoy the profits of thy Legacies 
And thinke it happincfle enough we haye, 

. much of thee redeemed from the grave. 

As may fuffice to enlighten future times, 

9 bright luftre of thy matchlefle Rhime*: 
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Warn Shake 
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An Addition of fome Excellent 


poems, to thofe precedent, of 

Renowned Sbakefpeare, 

By other Gentlemen. 


His Miftrcffe Dr Atone. 

S itting, and ready to be drawnc, 

What make thefe velvets,fiikcs,and lawne? 
Imbroideries, feathers, fringe, and face, 

When every limbe takes like a face ? 

And iHeieTurpt&ed helpes to aide. 

Some forme defe&iye and decai’d : 

This beauty without falfehood faire^ 

Needs nought to cloath it but the Aire: 

Vet fome thing to the Painters view* 

Where fitly interpofed, fonew 
He (hall (if he can nnderftand) 

Workcby my fancy with his hand. 

Draw firft a Cloud allfave her necke^ 

And out of that make day to breakc* 

Till like her face it doe appeare, 
fad men may thinke all light rofe there. 

Then let the beanies of that dilpercc 
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